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COLON El, CilCOHCE V. I'M.'IKII.
üunie yearn ago, on a. lovely June

levelling, the Coburn Shakespeare Play¬
er« gave an Weal presentation ot 'Aa
.You Like H" "ii thu lawn ot the Com-
lihonwoalh Club. The setting and thu
ipiay were alike romantically beautiful,
'i be silvering ol the emerald turf ot
[thu lawn by the moon, thu costumes
of the players, who entered thoroughly
into the Spirit of the play, the presence
of the audience.euch ami all con¬

tributed to banish realities and trans¬
port fancy to a forest of Ardcn. With
ilts lovtra and Its sylvan glades.

Except for the House, the centre or
nil. darkly glowing from Within like
.a Jewel, window and doors throw/)
.open to the aweet summer air.-, par¬
lors and dining hall promising much
graceful hospitality to follow the end¬
ing ot ir;» play. Except for the iiplrlt of
(lie House redolent of past r.a.,s snd
of tr.e >iai 1814. when me present
home uf the Commonwealth <"luu was;
the formel hoinu of a weil known mer-j«.hant-cltizon of Richmond, by name
Peyton Drew, the .then builder of
II..- House, and becaiiati of tr.at a

pioneer Richmond suburbanite.
.For.'- said tho Spirit of tnc House,

U shadowy, impalpable figure, a Whis¬
pering part of the general witchery of
the hour, 'many years have patned
Since 1 came to be a presence tn tt.
When 1 fltbt knew It. It stood alor.e
Vpon a woodod eminence, and be¬
tween It and other dwellings tn its
li.-lghtoihootl was £. deep ravine, u:or.g
¦which purled a stream with ferns and
wild violets on Its banks. Thla stream
was spanned by an arched stone
bi.dge. ami Franklin Street, a road
irom the West, came down beyond to

Steep and rugged a hill that careful
} leed Lad the coachman to be who
guided his horsed aright In Its de-1acent."

."Uut, Spirit of the House, where
tiaVQ the ravine and the hill gone?
There IB nothing more left of them
to->iay than the terraced swell which
: es the ilouue statolllly above the
titrect And the street Itself is a high¬
ly decorous and well-oideied thor-
. gllfare. Who brought it from wil¬
derness to order and conventionality7

i .ne that, Spirit.'*
Ask the Passing years," said tho

K.-irit. -The frost turned from green
to autumn-gold the leaves upon the
trees In the open fields beyond the
hill and upon Its brook. Down the
xv tioiing road, where now fashionable'Franklin .Street promenades, tumbled
the mountain wagons with their great¦lx-horse teams, clanking their bells
and tossing their heads; bearing Into
town tneii goodly stores of roav-chcoked spples, their fresh butter and
«KgS, and other inurk-i wares of kin-
«Ith the spring men came .,n,| began»Utting down the great hill and thegiant trees They ehoked the purlinsbrook and hurled the arched stonebridge deep beneath the pited-up earthand at last, th»y substituted theleveled driveway and sidewalks overwhich yo. -lmf hither to-night. ButJ look out from the windows of theHouse sometimes ar,d remember fhstopposite to It and underneath What Isnow- the street are buried the arrhthat spanned the dangerous rav|n»

Front vir« of dir Commonwealth Club
and tho atream, whose voice I some¬
times think still murmurs In my ears
on clear aulmn nights as of yore,when the horses and tht bells made
I .'"¦!. procession to and from tho mar¬
ket place of the city "

"Mus the House always looked as
It dues to-night. Spirit? Has it al¬
ways been tr'un the. beginning so
stately, with so many spacious and
handsome apartments';" "An, no. As
I first remember sitting beside its
rir, s and sharing In Its pleasures and
Joys, it was a much smaller place,
.it.'! Peyton Drew was master of the
household. That was In the days
when Sheepntlnt and slender grasses
covered the fields beyond the hills.
and tne cows went following their
leader's music In the morning, to be.
driven home at mllklng-tlme in the
pleasant dusk of eventide. That was
when Peyton Drew's brother, Thomas,
was deputy marshal and was sent to]
escort Aaron Hurr to lilehmond for his!
trial In tho Capitol. Thomas brought.
him to the House and he sat at Its
lable, sullenly defiant with a sneer on
nib handsome Hps. But the sneer
turned to tremble when gentle Thee
¦Ionia, his daughter, wept on his brVast
and lie turned stroking her bright halt
and trying to comfort her."

"1 have seen many, many changes.'
said the Spirit of the Hons": "When
Peyton Drews ownership was past
John Mutter, a brother merchant, came.
to take hib place and build more
rooms and )a\ out the gardens sur-!
rounding the House, planting the
arbor vltoe. the box hedge, the rose;
arches the pavilions, the yellow Jas-
nun* and coral honeysuckle and the
multlflora roses. Beyond the flowers
were, the vegetables in orderly rows,
and around tho hlKh stone and brick
wall which hounded the whole w-re
fruit trees, peaches and pcsra and
luscious MKS. to be sent to table when
John Mutter's s"n. lh«j great sursreon.
who stood at the hea.l of his depart-
mrnt In the Jefferson Medical College
of Philadelphia, came to \isit his par-
er.ts and his old honte and drive be-
side his fathei into the business ,|Uar-!
ters of Richmond, where the buying
and ri lling kept the older man busy
and wide awake "

"But." the Spirit of the House went
on. "vigilance does not always m»an
success John Mutter's face was down-
cast enough when the ebbing tide of,
fortune forced him to say Rood-by to'
his gardens and his dwelling, becin-'
ninjt already to be known for their1
bea ity of situation and their we«ii|L
of bloom and frultacc During bn*i
periods nft»r him th» House passed
by purehase into the hands of John'
All»n and Thomas Richardson. Rut a
friend of th'irs. S worthy gentleman
from the upper counties, who wore
his hnlr In a queue, carried a Jeweled
snuff box and walked with a gold-
headed cane, so greatly desired the!
House and its eardens for his winter:
residence that, in consideration of the
sum of 13,600. he made good hla rightj and tltie to It Therefore, it was men
the year 1830. Colonel Dav'.d Bollock

building nn ihr rcldrii.o of ihr laic ' «loncl George ». Pnlmcr'n family.

MUS. OL>AY CHAMBltlX.
und his «cod lady, who had no
dren of their own. but who were fond
enough of Catherine the young peopleof the city around and about th*m,kept alive the sound of fresh youngvoices about the House and along its
trelllsed walks.
"Newtrtheiess," and the voice of the.S''!rit of the House s^nK low* r. "pourMistress Bullock did not have alto¬

gether as happy a life as she should
The colonel, who was a lawyer, kept
iHn East Indian servant, wbo wore a
turban, dyed his nails with henna andglidted a.'-iout with stealthy motions
tlrnt frightened the mistress, a worthy
woman busy at \vr roses, occupied in
giving orders to !:?r cook ar.d In dls-
cusating the latest niodjee with her
frb-nds who lived near her. Her stopsalways rpjlelcened Into s r-.:n. and her
h art never ceas'd to palpitate when

came opposite th» door tieM to
Colonel David's library. It wns kept
looker! and the mistress was vef>"
much In the plight of Bluebeard's wif.%
for she lonced to know the secret hid;d-.n behind It Well, at lav sir* knew.
One aifternoon, wn«n the shadows had
(begun to lengthen, eh* came walking
denVfi the hall, and stopp-'-d. nmnzed.
There stood the closed door Slightly
nlar. The temptation was Irreslatlblj.
The mistress pushed softly on the
yielding van"! and then enn:n-ed. The
next moment a wild shrink rana out
and was followed by a heavy fall. Th»
East Tr.dtan came quickly out of th»
room at the foot of the stairs bearing
the unconscious form of th» mlstr»ss
in r.ls arms He pave her Into the
rar» elf h-*T maid. and. pausing to ic-ek
the door of the secret chamber, sum¬
moned the mastiw to the bedside of
his -wife "

" 'Tut. tut, my d-«ar woman.' said
the colonel an hour later when a lib¬
eral uj»s of sal volatile had somewhat
restor'd Mistress Bullo'-k's senses.

MRS. fJKOnfiE S. PAI.MF.lt.
.. ware simply nervous and :m.igina-

tlve. that 1» all. A coffin, .-.ay you. and
ii man reciting Incantations aibnve It!
Now, ray dear Nancy, that '.s childish.
What you rea\ly saw was Mahmoud
pa k.as: some hooks in n case thai I
had made fo: them. So think no mor*.
about such rubbish us coffins, and
make ready with your pr»ttiost gcwn
to-morrow night, for our frl-fnds are
coming to play a rubber of whist, you
know.' And hre smilrd so ree>ssuringly
rhat mistress was *s!n to thlrjk she
had "had a had dre*m instead of a

fainting i>l, a conclusion to Which she
was assisted by a ptecc o< gold which
her husband put into the maid's hand
.when he laid his parting Injunction
upon Vhe latter."
"But Colonel David already belong-

ed to a past generation, being by twen¬
ty years bis wife's senior. And when
h« had had a decade of peaceful years
in the House, a day came when he was
called away. He left a letter behind
for the mistress, telling her that to
save h«r '-are and trouble he had al-
ready actually bought tho casket in
'which he was to be buried some yearsi before, and that she would find it in
the locked chamber, together with his
will and oth.-r valuable papers. And
then like a man who grieved not over
speaking farewell, heget-d her pardon
for having frightened her by prevision
for his end. wished her jrood fortune

[and more happy years, not withstanding
his departure from the House."

" 'In especial." he write, "unlock the
door of the room where some triflingI mysteries of my life have been hidden
from vulgar gaz* I^et it stand wide
hereafter, with the sunshine on ttr
walls and the breath of the flower*
from the garden to sweeten it. Let
the memory of my shadow no long»!
render It grim and forbidding. A word
more and I am done Let Mahmoud gr
his own way. and return to his own

Side view of the old Bullock mnnrton, corner of Franklin anil Monroe Strectn.

GEORGE S. PALMER, JH.

people.'
"How lone has the circular brick

building, the small one in the corner
of the lawn, to the left of the front
entrance, been there. Spirit of the
House? Did it stand where it does in
Colonel Bullock's day. and to what use
iiil he put It?"
Idewldl rrB.Ba fo hid cmf shr ah cmp
"In Colonel Bullock's day. the House

had the usual complement of outbuild-
111«.-. and that about which you uro
curious was an Icehouse. In it milk,
butter and fresh meats for the table
were kept. It supplied. Indeed, the
place of the modern refrigerator, which
had not then come into use. But the
utilitarian purpose of the little build¬
ing was concealed by a luxuriant
growth of periwinkle and blush cluster
roses, which .climbing from foundation
to oaves, gave It a rather picturesque
appearance. Colonel Bullock was not
onlv a very public-spirited man. but he
had artistic tastes, and the care he
bestowed upon the House and Its sur¬
roundings was summed up to his cred¬
it long after his Richmond confreres
knew hini no more."
"He had left to the mistress the

House and ample means, so that she
might fedlow unchecked the gay social
career to which she was by nature
devoted. There was. of course, tho
proper period of mourning, but as soon
as might be tho comely face of the
mistress blushed and smiled attractive¬
ly forth from the widow'* cap which
encircled It. And as soon as it might
properly be. widow's weeks were dis¬
carded and several young kinswomen
came to help Mrs Bullock dispense
generous hospitality id the House.
Mrs. Bullock and Mrs. Wtnfleld Scott
were great friend", and spent many
evenings tegefher over the card table,
or at the play."
"These ladles of fashion were si-

ways happy to have unrcr their charge
the younger beauties of the town, and
never enjoyed themselvs mor than
when superintending toilets of young
girls lust beginning the history of

their triumphs as belles ot the llrst
water. Thus years passed tranquillyby. One by one the girls wore married
anil soon: of them went to adorn homes
In distant cities. "More and more Mis¬
tress Bullock was left to herself in the
House. So. when Mrs. .lames Bruce, of
Halifax county, who afterward built a
handsome residence on the northwest
corner of Twelfth ami Clay Streets*asked to become Mrs. Mullock's tenant.
¦". privilege was granted h«r. Prob¬
ably because the mistress was ".rowingold and bubbled sometimes of locked
doors and coffins waiting behind them,and one for her. Into which she did notdesire to be put. Against her wishes
a aofftn had. nevertheless, become her
abode When the House; standing; starke
and silent. With closed doors and win¬
dows passed. ttr#t Into the possessionof Alexander Hmherfooixl and thon In¬
to that of the late George S. Palmer."
"Ah me." murmured the Spirit of the

House wistfully, "it was In this dwell¬
ing that Mr. Palmer's beautiful daugh¬ters grew from the days of May Dayparties on the lawn to lissome young'womanhood. It was over this thres¬hold that they trailed their bridal robes

Ti wedding days. It wns throughthese doors that Mr. Palmer himself
was borno to his last resting place.
"Always to be remembered was hiskindness toward the soldiers of theConfederacy during the grim, gauntyears between '61 and '6t>. He exer¬cised hospitality to them without stint.Hardy a day came and went withoutsoldiers being fed at his board andsheltered beneath his roof.
"That was when the daughters, who

were afterwards Mrs. Claiborue. Mrs.Jenkins, -Mi m Adolphjua Ulalr, Mrs.Edward Christian and Mrs;. ClayChamblln, wore, several of tlujm, veryyoung people indeed; when the sons.Colonel W. li. Ben Palmer. Oeorge K.Palmer, Jr., and Jack Palmer, wctomaking ready, through service toState and city, for after life and use¬fulness. The fall ot the Oonfederae.ywrought dlsuatrously tu Colontd Ueo.S. Palmer's fortunes, hampered amithwarted his business career, eventually breaking his heart and con¬demning him to a life of InvalMlsmand years of suffering. Through thistrying period a faithful man servant,WilUuin Harris, was Colonel Pulmor's
constant attendant and nurse. Wil¬liam now lives With Mrs. Helen PalmerChristian, and sometimes oomes pasthis old homo on errands down town.He never falls to glance up contempt¬uously at the present house us he
passes on, and, more than once, hasbeen heard saying to himself:

" 'L&wd, Lawd, how times Is done]chang«, sure 'nough! Hlshyer's dotComln' Well Club, dey tells me. Well,'hit mout he Comln' Well, but hit ain't
never gwino be whut 'twuz when myold mars'tor lib hero, e.n do famb'lyKcdd-r under the trees In the yard, cndo young ladles, film across de streetJlne our young mlstlsses, wid daypretty white frocks and dey rlbbins
on, and de young gentlemens comes
up and sets among 'em, en den deyall goes In dc parlor, 'en has music
en slnirin" tell bed-time. Talk "bout'ee.ptiong, huh!"
"And tho old dark face wa.xed elo¬

quent with disdain William was thus,
as he concMved, a loyal adherent tothe Palmer regime and family. The
old mansion, in truth, never saw hap¬pier days than when the Palmer fam-

LlHLTKXA.N'T W. 0. PALMER,
ompniiy 1". Moubj-'ii Command, I

ncr IwfDlr-onf,

LOVBY PALMER.
MRS. B. U. CHRISTIAN.

MKS. BDWARD CHRISTIAN. |
My contributed Its generous and tra<- jdltlonal s'tiurc to the social history lof W*at Franklin Street, and the 'Pal- Imer girls' carried their triumphs to Jtho ball rooms of the "White .Sulphur!and the Old 3wcet. In the -V'rglnia.1mountains."

I"Now tho House belongs to an aaso-telation of Richmond men. who havenformed themselves Into the Common-'
wealth Club, men who show their re-l
spect for past history by making of »,place connected with the earlleat an-',nals of upper Franklin Street, an or¬
nament to the city, and a credit toe,themselves. Sometimes people aaK.'
eaoh other which they like best, thevold days or the new days? ITow fool-'Ish, for the new Is but the outcome offthe old. without which It could notlhave arrived. Yet still," said the Spirit}of the House, Just before. s)he went her*,
shadowy way. "some evenings whenvithe automobiles whirl swiftly by. and'the laughter ancl good fellowship arev,at their height, the scene all fades llkei
a dissolving view. Again the tap. tapof Colonel David Bullock's gold-head-;ed oane Is the herald of his day's);homecoming. Again the dtfilcult waywinds crookedly down the step hill of-Franklin Streot Road aud X can see
again the fairies dancing In the moon->light, as the brook go«s rippling far.far below. And somehow, to-night, the,play acting and the mconshlne and
your ear to whisper In, has made motell the tale again, the tale ot theHouse."

"It Is almost 100 years old. In 1911Its centennial will be celebrated, andI hope on Just such a night as this.Tho Passing Years will bo here then,and together we will compare notes.¦Whatever I have forgotten you can re¬mind me of, aud I maka It all clear- to
you. I can tell yon about the greatpeople that the Club has welcomed
within Its doors, the statesmen. Jurists,scholars and actors. I can plteure for
you the beautiful women that havebeen feted In Its rooms, I can forecastfor you the triumphs and the happyanniversaries of years to come. Somehere to-night will be gone by 1914, fosthe world ts a world of change as well
as of progress, but look at least for meto enmn and stand beside you, for the*Spirit of the House will not fall whenthe chime of Its hundred years Is
struck."
A sigh, a fleeting breath and an In¬

tangible sense of a passing, and then..there was every one of tho audiencerising from chairs and talking all to¬
gether nbout the performance. Had I
seen a Sha kospeare play, or had thai
maglo of the forest and Rosalind's wit,
so attuned my mind, that the. story. Im-,
parted by the Spirit of the House, waswhat I heard, that which I am writ¬
ing for you here?
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challenge the world to show any other one remedy for a special class of disease which has attained such lg
^i jLf / Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Compound 1

jf^j^jw!»^« *

It is an honest, tried and true remedy, of unquestionable curative value, made from Native Roots and Herbs. It contains K.|¦"¦fir T&l^wr ^§^»VV\^S n0 narcot^cs or harmful drugs, and complies with all conditions of the Pure Food and Drugs Law. M
WM i^F^ v&W K ^U sick women should note these facts, and placing all possible prejudices aside, should realize the truthfulness of these Wmp|^*»j\JP Jp| 1* ^ p statements, and when assailed with any of the numerous illnesses peculiar to their sex, should at least give Lydia E. Pinkham's RB

JPjl A HANDSOME REWARD WILL BE GIVEN H
wfia JsPUffl to nny Person wIl° wi" prove that any of our testimonial letters constantly being published in the daily newspapers are not genuine wflUjjB «£| Wfi and truthful, or that any of these women were paid in any way to give their testimonials, or that the letters were published without tieir f V \B fg II' fm permission or that nil the original letters did not come to us entirely unsolicited. THE LYDIA E. PINKHAM MEDICINE CO., Lynn, Mass. Wm


